essence of goat's blood [12] , mashed millipedes, and pickled or roasted sparrow [13] . A bizarre recipe for stone appears in John Schroder's History ofAnimals as they are Useful in Physic and Chirugery, which is to make a decoction of the urine of a young boy who has drunk a good wine. This is then to be distilled with cow feces. The distillate or, as he calls it, the "spirit of the urine," is then mixed with phlegm. Schroder called the concoction "Vertus" and recommended it as a universal cure, but admitted that it had one drawback: "it stinks grievously" [14] .
The idea of a lithontriptic persisted throughout the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries and, by the eighteenth century, various theories of stone formation -of viscous phlegm, lapidistic and petrifying spirits, of tartarous, aluminous, stiptic, and mucilagenous qualities, of faeculent, dreggy tartar-had been advanced. But the theories proved less important than two empirical remedies which attained great notoriety, "Mrs. Stephens' Medicine for the Stone" and James Jurin's "Lixivium Lithontripticum," the latter being the lixivium decried in Sir Robert's letter to Horace. Both lithontriptics claimed to be "stone wasters," were extremely popular, and were championed and promoted by respected citizens who collected and collated hundreds of affidavits from sufferers of stone whose conditions had been mitigated or cured [15] . Mrs A clinical trial was designed and four patients treated with the medicine. The cases were similar: each patient, for example, was searched (i.e., sounded with a catheter) to determine if stone were present in the bladder; each patient received the medicine; after a time each patient passed fragments of stone and a white mucus in the urine; each patient found his symptoms greatly relieved; each patient was sounded a second time revealing no stones in the bladder-ergo, Mrs. Stephens' medicines were a success [161! On March 5, 1740, the Trustees signed a certificate attesting to the fact that Joanna Stephens' recipe for stone (Fig. 2) had been examined and that they were "convinced, by experience, of the Utility, Efficacy and dissolving power thereof" [17] . Two weeks later, Mrs. Stephens received from the Office of the Exchequer and a grateful nation the sum of £5,000 and, from that date hence, is never heard of again! Before passing judgment on the English Parliament of the eighteenth century, remember the National Cancer Institute's own clinical trial with laetrile, enforced by our own twentieth-century Congress [18] . In the same way that laetrile was ultimately subjected to a thorough clinical trial, Mrs. Stephens' medicines were also subjected to chemical and clinical study. The chemical experiments were designed by two French chemists of the Academie royale des sciences, C.F. Geoffroy and S.F. Morand, and by David Hartley and Stephen Hales, both Fellows of the Royal Society. All four, working independently of each other, tested the effect of her recipe on stones in vitro. They placed fragments of urinary calculi in jars, applied heat, and permitted the stones to "digest" in various solutions of water, urine, the urine of someone taking Mrs. Stephens' medicines, and solutions of her medicines in their original preparation (Fig. 3) . Each believed that the medicines, by virtue of their high lime content, did indeed dissolve stones in vitro. Geoffroy, for example, determined that the medicines contained the classic vegetable diuretics reduced to charcoal. The honey simply made the soap more soluble, mitigated the acid salt, and rendered the decoction less disagreeable to patients. Geoffroy also determined that the soap dissolved stones in vitro and additionally believed that the oil relaxed or lubricated the urinary tract and the alkaline salts dissolved the resinous substances which served as a "cement" to the various layers of the stone [19] . Morand administered the medicine to forty patients of stone and found that all were greatly relieved from their symptoms and attendant pain. Their urine was found to have a strong alkaline smell and each patient passed a slime (a white sediment) and small crystalline or stony flakes, proving to his satisfaction that the medicines did reach the urine and that a dissolution had taken place.
To the chemists and physicians, then, the medicines worked. Morand, for example, concluded that if the Certificate of the Parliamentary Trustees had been offered to him, he would not have hesitated to subscribe with the others that "the medicines are useful and efficacious in curing the stone in the bladder" [20] .
Stephen Hales, who had also isolated the lime as the active ingredient, then asked the critical question: Does the fact that soap-lye dissolves stones in vitro mean that it will be an effective dissolvent in vivo? His answer was "yes": In all probability such must be the case because "to the concurring evidence of the happy effects" -that is, the success so many patients have had with the medicines -it was possible to add the fact that the soap-lye worked in vitro [21] . One [23] .
Horace recorded in his Book of Materials, a collection of notes or passages for reference, the events of Sir Robert's last days. Sir Robert had asked Ranby if he would improve and Ranby gave him no hope. Sir Robert, resigned to his fate, then told Ranby that he desired that his body be opened when he died. Ranby replied "Good God, my Lord, don't talk of that!" "Nay," said Sir Robert, "it will not be till I am dead and then I shall not feel it -nor you neither" [24] . A postmortem was performed by Ranby who reported that the bladder was distended four inches and contained clots of coagulated blood and several small stones. Although the bladder was inflamed in spots, the kidneys and ureters were intact and without defect [251. No mention was made by Ranby of the urethra, which prompted Jurin to write: ". . . I should here profess my amazement that the Urethra escaped Examination -the Urethra! in which an Obstruction had more than once foiled your Endeavors to pass the Catheter . . ." [26] .
Ranby wrote his Narrative of the last days of Sir Robert and its publication sparked a pamphlet war, which focused primarily on Jurin's lixivium but also placed the blame on Cheselden for his inability to catheterize Sir Robert. Ranby denounced Jurin's lixivium as a "fiery, sharp-edged corrosive." How could a medicine composed of the strongest capital lye and lime, agents strong enough to cauterize, be taken orally?, he asked [27] . The answer appeared in an anonymous pamphlet:
Why such an outcry and so much bombast to frighten people from taking perhaps the only medicine that had succeeded in a case hitherto thought insuperable by a power of physick. Certainly Ranby had not thought a stone in the Bladder was to be dissolved by taking Whipped Cream [28] .
Those who defended the lixivium blamed Ranby and the inability of the surgeons to pass the catheter; they also blamed the stone itself. The "real culprit," wrote Jurin, was that Sir Robert was harboring "one calculus of ten thousand." As did Morand, Geoffroy, and Hales, Jurin had found that some calculi moulder into powder in solutions of soap while some break up into sharp, angular scales or slivers. Some were even impervious to any "digestion in lixivium." It was these latter types of stones that were the most troubling and, in Sir Robert's case, the culprits [29] .
Writing in the English journal Medical History, Dr. E.A. Spriggs recently concluded that Sir Robert died of kidney failure after impaction of a large stone in the bladder outlet. Dr. Spriggs believes that the stone broke up, perhaps owing to the Jurin's lixivium, but also believes that there were severe side effects which weakened Sir Robert's already frail constitution. By that time, Dr. Spriggs concluded, "damage to the urinary system was irreversible" [30] .
Horace Gout attacks such old men as, after passing the best part of their lives in ease and comfort, indulging freely in high living, wine, and other generous drinks, at length from inactivity, the usual attendant of advanced life, have left off altogether the bodily exercises of their youth [34] .
And later in his chapter on gout, he adds this:
For humble individuals like myself, there is one poor comfort, which is this; viz., that gout, unlike any other disease, kills more rich men than poor, more wise men than simple. Great kings, emperors, generals, admirals, and philosophers have all died of gout. Hereby Nature shows her impartiality: Since those whom she favors in one way she afflicts in another [35] . [36] .
In the eighteenth century the cures were primarily dietetic, or bleeding, blistering, sweating and physical exercise (a favorite cure of Sydenham's, who recommended horseback riding), as well as a complete change in the "whole habit of the body," meaning moderation in diet and drink [37] .
That food and drink were plentiful in the eighteenth century there is no doubt. According to Rosamond Bayne-Powell, the amount of food eaten in England filled foreign visitors with amazement (Fig. 4) . Defoe blamed his fellow countrymen for gluttony and especially for devouring enormous quantities of meat, which Cadogan and others regarded as the chief cause of gout. According to Lord Hervey, there was a Duke of Grafton who ate an ox a day and was taking a course of Bath waters "to enable him to eat two!" It was not just meat that was consumed in large quantity, but also fowl, sea food, fresh trout and salmon, and shellfish. Oysters were so plentiful that Dr. Johnson bought them for his cat. Puddings were also very much in vogue. Over sixty-odd different puddings were dished up for the wealthy who frequented the London Tavern. Consisting of bread, raisins, milk, flour, and ginger, and a not inconsiderable number of eggs, they also consisted of vegetables, suet, veal, green gooseberries, carrot, spinach, and oats. The Englishman also drank: the rich foreign wines by the barrelful (the Malagas, Canarys, Madeiras, ports, and clarets) and the poor beer, cider, and gin. Dr. Johnson, who loved port, and who occasionally drank three bottles at a sitting, believed that "claret was for boys, port for men, but for those who aspired to be heros, the drink was brandy." And many so aspired, as the consumption of brandy was very large, as was the consumption of cordials and that old English standby, punch, made by mixing rum or brandy with water, or with lemon juice, sugar, and spice.
All these were represented at the classic English dinner party. Some were extravagantly lavish. Lord Hervey, for example, describes one given by the Austrian envoy in which thirty-eight dishes were served and the guests ate to repletion for three-and-a-half hours. Another dinner, modest, of "elegant economy," was served to a party of eight and consisted of turkey, boiled neck of mutton, greens, soup, plum puddings, salmon, salad, beefsteaks, onions, fillet of veal, peas, Dutch cheese, apple pie, crab, cheesecakes, currant and gooseberry pie, and orange butter, and a dessert of strawberries and cream, sweetmeats, jelly, and flummery (a delicious combination of ground almonds and cream, covered with chocolate). Samuel Pepys (who was cut for the stone by Thomas Hollier on March 26, 1658, and who thereafter celebrated the anniversary of his lithotomy by toasting his surgeon for the next forty-five years) describes a "simple" meal he served to nine friends as consisting of fricassee of chicken and rabbit, leg of boiled mutton, three carp, a side of lamb, roasted pigeon, four lobsters, three tarts, a lamprey pie, a dish of anchovies, all washed down with assorted wines (38] .
Oddly, Horace Walpole, our second protagonist, was abstemious to a turn. Unlike his father, who was robust, portly, and regal (Fig. 5) , Horace was lean and tall (Fig. 6) what an odd man he was! After leaving Cambridge without a degree, he set out to chronicle the social and political history of his age. He set down his observations in the form of intimate letters to certain of his friends, and, when one died, he would find another with whom to share his social insights and observations of the England of the eighteenth century. But he is a controversial figure. Macaulay, writing in 1833, believed Horace "the embodiment of malice, affectation, and triviality." There is scarcely a writer, writes Macaulay, in whose works "it would be possible to find so many contradictory judgments, so many sentences of extravagant nonsense." Macaulay continues:
[Horace] was the most eccentric, the most artificial, the most fastidious, the most capricious of men . .. His features were covered by a mask within a mask. When the outer disguise of obvious affectation was removed, you were still far as ever from seeing the real man. He [41] . Mary Berry, a century earlier, wrote that Macaulay's opinion had been not only "hasty" but "entirely and offensively unlike the original" [42] . Moreover, others, Carlyle and Lord Byron, for example, admired him. R.W. Ketton-Cremer, Walpole's best known biographer, also wished to correct the record. Horace was not a "heartless fribble," as Hazlitt believed, but a man of substance and feeling [43] . Indeed, as Austin Dobson has written, Walpole was a "wit, a virtuoso, a man of quality" [441. Ketton-Cremer admits, however, that, whereas Walpole's critical taste was good, and his Castle of Otranto very good, Walpole rates not at all as a man of letters. His real talent, instead, was as a chronicler and letter writer, for in his letters, continues Ketton-Cremer, there is scarcely a dull page. Here one finds "wit, charm, delicacy, novelty, surprise, and pungency," as we shall see [45] .
After his father's death, Horace entertained a great dislike for physicians. "I abhor physicians . . . they do no good," he wrote to Conway. "In physicians I believe no more than in divines. The Devil has three names: Satan, Beelzebub and Lucifer, names given to him in his three capacities of priest, physician and lawyer [46] , a sentiment analogous to that of Samuel Johnson, who said that he did not care to speak ill of any man behind his back, but he "believed the gentleman was an attorney!"
Horace suffered his first bout of the gout in 1755. His accounts are moving, epic in proportion. He relates his experiences with uncommon clinical and emotional precision, and although he admits that "nothing is so troublesome as to talk of chronical complaints," relishes, indeed revels in his affliction.
To Stafford: "You will laugh, but I am ready to cry, when I tell you I have no motion . . . Yes, I have got the gout, the gout in earnest. You see virtue and leanness are no preservatives" [47] .
To Conway: "I am laid up, an absolute cripple . . . I am bandaged in flannels and swathed like Paul Pliant on his wedding night [48] . . . Nobody would believe me when I said I had the gout. They would do leanness and temperance honors to which they have not the least claim" [49] .
To Lady Suffolk: "The severity of the pain seems to be over, though I sometimes think my tyrants put me in his chains to t'other foot . . . I am reduced to nothing but bones and spirits" [50] .
To Holland: "My weakness is excessive, and I am now lying at length on my couch, while I write to you and not without pain" [51] .
To Holland, later in the month: "I can't write much longer . . . I am at present a 143 poor creature, and write with so much difficulty that I am sure you will excuse me" [52] . And then, in middle age, a severe bout of melancholia overcomes him as the gout becomes more severe. He becomes morbid and filled with a cloying self-pity.
To Montagu: "The loss of [my] youth is melancholy enough, but to enter into old age through the gate of infirmity is most disheartening. My health and spirits make me take but slight notice of the transition, and under the persuasion of temperance being a talisman, I marched boldly on towards the descent of the hill, knowing that I must fall at last, but not suspecting that I should stumble by the way" [53] .
Again to Montagu: "I am tired of the world, its politics, its pursuits, and its pleasure . . . Christ! Can I ever stoop to the regimen of old age?" [54] .
To Lady Mary Coke: "I tumble down ten times a day, and am sensible that I ought to grow old; but, I don't know how. I still flatter myself that I shall live to be foolish again" [55] .
To Lady Suffolk: "If I could make these accounts more favorable, I should not be pleased, but I know what an untractable brute the gout is . ." [56] .
And to Mann a year later: "To be forced back into the world when I am sick of it; to live in London that I detest, or to send myself to Paris, that I like as little; to find no benefit from a life of temperance, to sit by a time instead of braving winds and weather; in short, to grow to moralize. . . Oh, 'tis piteous enough. I dread owning I am ill . . . In physicians I believe little . . . in short, I was not made for an invalid" [57] .
So morbid did he become that, when he wrote in 1779 to Lady Ossory, "I see myself a poor invalid, threatened with a painful and irksome conclusion" [58] , she worried that he planned to take his own life. Horace responded:
I assure you, Madame, I have no affectation of philosophical indifference to life. I like to live whenever I am free of pain . . . but I have so comfortless a prospect before me -if I have any prospect before me -that it is no counterfeit levity when I speak with a coolness of a moment that may spare me many sufferings, and what I dread still more, helpless decrepitude [59] .
Horace emerged from these morbid and doleful thoughts. The gout went into remission, his health returned, and he continued, for example, his antiquarian pursuits and supervision of the design and construction of his home, Strawberry Hill (Fig. 7) . Strawberry Hill was a Gothic masterpiece, complete with battlements, crenelations, and Gothic windows, and much acclaimed. The relentless Macaulay, however, denounced it as a "grotesque house, with a pie-crust roof" [60] .
He also returned to his writing. The Memoirs of George II and George III are well known, as are his most famous works, the Castle of Otranto (1764) and Three Princes of Serendip (1754) [61] . But other than these classics, he also wrote an odd romance, A True Love Story, and a play, The Mysterious Mother, so startling that it was never produced, but instead privately printed for a few friends on his own printing press at Strawberry Hill. A True Love Story tells of the love of Orondantes for Azora, a beautiful African slave. For the plot-conscious Walpole, their love is thwarted and Azora, who is pregnant, falls into labor and miscarries-not a fetus, When gout returned, Horace, shunning physicians and quacks alike, would find relief in two practices: donning foot coverings, which he called "bootikins" (Fig. 8) [66] .
And, in 1766, when all else failed, Horace would repair to Bath where the wealthy went to take the cure. The drill was to rise at 7, be in the bath by 8:30, remain immersed neck-deep for an hour, and then play cards, rest, or eat for the rest of the day. Walpole wrote that he was bored; others had the time of their lives (Fig. 9) . Some, however, were terrified. In Smollett's Humphrey Clinker, Squire Bramble took one look at what was expected of him and ran off to tell his physician: "I grant that physick is a great mystery in its own nature and like other mysteries requires a strong gulp of faith to make it go down . . . Two days ago I went to Bath and the first object which met my eyes was a child full of scrofulous ulcers . . . I am now as much afraid of drinking as of bathing, for after a long conversation with the [Bath] doctors about the construction of the pump and cistern, it is very far from being clear that the patients in the Pump Room do not swallow the scourings of the bathers!" [67] . [68] . And then he also adds ... "If either my father or mother had had it, I should not dislike it so much. I am herald enough to approve it if descended genealogically-but it is an absolute upstart in me" [69] . . . . which has led some, Lady Mary Wortley Montagu, for example, to speculate that Horace was not Sir Robert's son at all, but instead the illegitimate offspring of Lord Hervey and Horace's mother, Catherine Shorter.
Samuel Johnson, who experienced his first attack of gout when he was sixty-seven years old, was also puzzled to note that neither of his parents had been sufferers; "it was my own acquisition," he said [70] . About this interesting topic, Van Swieten, known best for his commentaries on Boerhaave's medical treatises, was quoted in the February 1765 number of The Universal Magazine, as follows:
There is an hereditary gout . . . and I myself have been acquainted with many, in whom the cause of it could not otherwise be investigated and accounted for than by a hereditary preparation; for they lived soberly, chastely, moderately, and yet, even in their youth, had some fits of the gout . . . It must certainly appear exceedingly wonderful, in regard to hereditary diseases, that in the minute molecule of a future man, there should so tenaciously be riveted that, which after the expiration of thirty-years, will not
